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among the brushwood hard by, and filling the
holes up with bracken and furze.
" And if the fairies do come here," said Phil,
"they'll be very pleased to find a house all
ready, won't they ? "
Then they had to gather flowers to ornament
the house inside, and dry leaves and twigs all
ready for a fire in one comer. Altogether it
was, quite a business, I can assure you, and
when it was finished they were very hot and
very tired and rather dirty. Suddenly a thought
struck Griselda,
" Phil," she said, " it must be getting late."
" Past tea-time ? " he said coolly.
" I dare say it is. Look how low down the
sun has got. Come, Phil, we must be quick.
Where is the place we came out of the wood
at?"
" Here," said Phil, diving at a little opening
among the bushes.
Griselda followed him. He had been a good
guide hitherto, and she certainly could not have
found her way alone. They scrambled on for
some way, then the bushes suddenly seemed to
grow lesTs thick, and in a minute they came out
upon a little path.